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1 SHALL not woukle you with a dull, tedious Preface, but 


muſt take this opportunity to aſſure you, upon my word, I 


had not the moſt diſtant idea of pointing at any particular 


= perſon in | the 3 of the Bath l which I hope 
will prevent any mean, invidious reflections or applications. If 


the Publick honour this little eſſay with their approbation and 


encouragement, (which I can ſcarcely flatter myſelf will be the 


caſe) I ſhall ſoon preſent them with a ſecond edition upon a 


larger plan, and endeavour to amuſe them as far as ſuch trifles 


can, 1 hope the reader will allow the intention to be good 


and moral. 
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DEDICATION. 


GRACE the DUKE of LEEDS. 


Mer worthy Duke theſe members hear, 
Keen ſatire's — you need not fear, 

The arrows of ſatiric wit, 
Unſullied honour ne'er can hit.— 

Illuſtrious Peer ! in you we find 

An open, ſound, diſcerning mind: e 
Your worth, your merit, and your fame, 
Founded on virtue ſtill the ſame F 

Your eaſy manners, without art, 

Take their poliſh from your heart ; 


Beneficent, 
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Beneficent, ſerenely great, 


Humanely good, and quite compleat.— 
A character ſuperior far | 
To fighting heroes of the war; 
Illuſtrious too in private life, 

| Folly or vice your only ſtrife. 

- My lyric lines I now fubmit 
To your ſuperior ſenſe and wit ; 
And ſhall not further, Sir, intrude, 


But with an humble bow conclude. 


BAT HE, Nov. roth, 1781. 


WU. MADDEN. 


THE 
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BATH MACARONI 4 


WITH OTHER 
SKETCHES from NATURE. 


NOMIC THALIA, pray attend, 
> Once more aſſiſt your grateful Friend, 
In tuneful numbers now to ſing 

The virtues of BaTH's healing ſpring, 
Which, riſing from its ſecret ſource, 
Gives roſy health its active courſe ; 
And by its chymic vital heat, 


Preſerves us from untimely fate. 


See! what a motley crew drink there, | 
Of old, of young, black, brown, and fair. 
Mark! yonder Nymph of pallid hue, 

Who ſighs, her beauty to renew; 
It ſhall her lovely ſmiles reſtore, 
Thoſe roſes too, that bluſh no more ; 
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Nor let the wither'd lilly ſeek 

The empire of her faded cheek : 
Health ſoon mall give attractive grace, 
With ſweet feſtivity of face, 

Gay looks, ſo ſuited to impart 

The joy and ſunſhine of the heart. 


The goddeſs Venus now 1s s ſeen, | 

In Woanzy' $ perſon, air, and mein : : 
Like bold * Prometheus I aſpire, 

To catch from her poetic fire; 

With kindred grace, attempt to pleaſe, 
And make my lines to flow with eaſe; 
Her heav' nly ſmiles, and graceful form, 
Would ſure the coldeſt Hermit warm.— 
On her white neck, the lilly blows, 
Upon her cheek, the bluſhing roſe; 


5 Superior charms, devoid of pride. — 


Worthy to be a royal bride ! 


* He firſt made man of clay, and then ſtole fire from the ſun, and brought it down to animate 
his figure; for which he ſuffered a ſevere and eternal puniſhment, which the author hopes will 


not be his unfortunate lot in the preſent caſe; for his preſumption, at all events, he willingly 
— ſubmits to the lady's mercy, relying more upon her candour than his own merit. 


Oh! 
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Moſt graceful W— D- x! don't refuſe 
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This humble offering of my muſe.— 
But ſee, fair oa now comes in, 


| 
Your ſweeteſt notes, gay Muſe, begin, TER 
| And with your native, heavenly fire, | 
- Touch the warbling, tuneful lyre; 
Ohl! fing by what enchanting VVV | 
| Her dulcet manners catch the heart; ; : 1 
And why the audience round her gaze 
In fix'd attention, looking praiſe. 
Beauty alone has not ſuch charms, 
Till join d with goodneſs, then it warms; 
All our admiration claims, 
And the enraptur d heart inflames.— 
Pale envy pines, now diſappears, 
And her god- like nature fears; 


In vain, alas! 1 ſtrive to praiſe, 


She far exceeds my lyric lays ; 
Much better would heroic verſe, 
Her virtue, truth, and worth rehearſe; 
B Or 
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Or in Pindaric Odes declare, 


That B—p—x is both good and fair : 


Till all the world the portrait own, — 
The likeneſs juſt, —but her alone.— — 


And yet I ſwear, my wiſhes never 
Did approach you as a lover; 

By virtue bounded as before, 

I claim your friendſhip, and no more. 


Happy the man, whoin his arms, 


Poſſeſſes all your matchleſs charms: 


Thrice happy me, if you approve 


The definition of my love.— 


5 Mark yon haggard ſquinting creature, OY, 
Stuff 'd with venom and ill-nature; 2 


In her ſoul what helliſh working, 53 
Where vindictive rage is lurkingzñ 


Diſturbing ſtill each morning walk 
With malicious lying talk ; - 


In private party, rout, or ball, 


Deſigning miſchief for em all. 
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See to her breaſt baſe ſcandal clings, 
And baleful flaps her harpy wings ; 


With hundred tongues and hundred eyes, 


True emblem of the beldam' 8 lyes.— 
A blaſt infectious from her came, 
Poiſon- d the air, and ſhook my frame; 
Ferry, + alarm'd for the event, : 
| Threw up the window, gave it vent. 
The hag then grinn'd a horrid ſmile, 
And ſlowly mov'd her carcaſs vile.— 
Alone ſhe paſs d, and curs d them all, 
Then ſent her cards, and gave a ball. 
How greatly wiſe the works of God, 
To ſcourge our ſins with ſuch a rod; 
What a ſtrong contraſt here is given, 
As diſtant far as Hell and Heaven 


Harmonious Serv don't appear, 
Prevented by forne 5111 er:; 
Laſt night I heard the Syren' 8 ſong, 


Which rais'd my ſpirits, made me young ; 


+ The Maſter of the Pump-Room, 
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Her notes ſeraphic charm'd my ear, 
Such as Harper's ſelf might hear. 
Know ! Saint Cecilia, from above, 

5 Deſcended like a ooo dove; ;- 

; Skimming round us, to her went; 


* rom heav' n that inſtant ſhe was ſent) 


With flow! ry chaplets then to grace 


I be ſoul of muſic, love, and peace.— ; 
Wit, ſenſe, and beauty, all unite, 


To fill our minds with pure delight; 
Happy his lot who in his arms, 
Enraptur'd holds her heavenly charms; 


Thrice bleſt the man with ſuch a wite, 


To ſweeten all the cares of life. — 


Tho' diſtant from you Aill 1 hear you, 


In contemplation ever near you; 5 
Wi For ſtrong impreſſions « on the mind, 
By reflection, ſtill we find.— _ 


Mark yonder Lok p with curled wig, 


His actions low, his looks how Big =p 


Coat, waiſtcoat, breeches, all the ſame ; 


From Monmouth-Street, I think they came. 
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A fawning, penſion'd, ſervile Peer, 
With ſneaking look, and hateful ſneer.— 
His ſtarving country, ſee him rob, 
Foremoſt in every wicked job :— 
Lovely ladies ſtill addrefiing, 
Their ſofter charms ne'er poſſeſſing: 
sometimes playing with little Polly; 
Quite outre, and mark of folly ! | 
A lady aſk'd him for two franks, 
And faid he would return him thanks; 
15 No, dear ſweet lady, no ſuch thing, 
ec What! rob the Exchequer, cheat the King * 
What a Jow-liv'd dirty fellow, 
No better than a Juſtice Shallow ; 
Mend your manners, Sir, I ſay, 
Or you ſhall feel another day 
Some hard ſevere, ſatiric ſtroke, 
(What now I write is but a Joke 3 
Melpomene ſhall take the lyre, 
And blaſt you with poetic fire: 
The Muſe has gently let you down, 
Now ſneak away, and do not frown. 


Next 
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Next let the Macakoxt come, 
All paſte, all powder, and perfume, 
With conſcious air, and ſaunt' ring gait, 
With club of moſt prodigious weight: 
8 A cambrick bandage round his throat, 
With demi- pockets to his coat; 
Where, as he idly ſtares about, 
His handkerchief hangs dangling out; 
With his ſeals or rattan playing. 
Or, what is worſe, himſelf ſurveying; 
With antick tricks, and plum'd conceit, 
With purſe as empty as his pate; 
Yet every bauble ill purſuing, | 
And each flirting female wooing z 3 


But not a word to her he . 


On any ſubject, but in joke.— 

— Now you ſhall hear his converſation, 
His very words, a true relation : 

* See, my Patagonian buckles, 


C 


Adorn' d with pearls, adorn'd with cockles; 


Bn 


64 J have worn them juſt three days, 


«© They are the ton, as EviLL lays,— 
8 | cc And | 


* 
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« And my Lilliputian cane, 
(Sure none from laughter can refrain) 
"x Madam, obſerve this pretty taſſel, 

% Theſe antique ſeals, and curious foſſil; 

6 « The foſſil was given me by my . | | 
« Faith, BASNETT has not ſuch another. 
« And this dear locket, full of hair, 

Was given me by a lady fair; 


0 


So blyth, ſo gay, ſo debonnair, 
«© Queen of my heart, and all the fair. 
| « PoLLY, ſure 'twould be a fin, 
Not to admire this diamond pin 3 
It coſt me near ten pounds, I ſwear, 
gg. I mean it for my favourite fair. 
cc But mum for that, I dare not tell, 


cc Tho' ſome there are that know her well; ; | | - 
« ] have her picture in my pocket, s 
« Her nut-brown hair within this locket : 


c By Jove I love them, as my life, 


1 


« For in due time ſhe'll be my wife. 
ce Thrice happy ſure will be her lot - 
What more he ſaid, is beſt forgot; 


Then 
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Then fimp'ring look'd, with fooliſh ſneer, 
Abruptly cry'd,—** Adieu, my dear.” 


And now the MACARON1's off, 


Liſten bow the Chai irmen ſcoff :- — 


Tommy the fool, he runs hr; - 


With grinning face, and peals of laughter 
From every ſhop he's pointed at, 
By every fooliſh girl and brat: 

| Ridicul'd by every creature, 
_ Jeſt and ſhame of bluſhing nature. 
The Muſe, fatigu d and in a fit, 
Defin' d him thus inſtead of wit; x 


He's neither this, nor that, nor t'other, 


But male and female mix'd together. | 
Back to the Pump-Room ſoon he came, 


Full of anger, full of ſhame :— 
A glaſs of water then he took, 
And thus he pray'd, with ſimple look: 


Nor let me Heavn pray in vain, 


% May me & kind vapour ſeize wy brain; ; 


Quick 


1 


Quick to my mind it's power diſpenſe, 


« And bring me back to common ſenſe.” 

_ Hygeia, with attentive ear, 

Heard his penitential prayer; 
Now mark the event — the waters — 
With magic influence to his eyes ;j— 

Through all his frame its force extends, 

A ſudden ray the youth befriends ;— 

The Genius of the place came down, 

| Serenely ſpoke without a frown ; | 
All follies paſt are now forgiven, 
Do ſo no more; then flew to Heaven.” - 


P. S. As the Author imagines there is ſome little ſprinkling of Attic Salt in his 
Poem of the BATRH MACARON1, he takes it for granted, that the Dunces and 
Scribblers will take up their Gooſe-Quills, and declare War againſt him. Therefore 
. them previous Notice, that he will not reply to any Writer that does not put 
his Signature to his Critical Performance, and he muſt alſo ſhew that be has ſome 

Pretenſions to Senſe, Wit, and Charafter, before they will be favoured with his. 


Correſpondence. —All anonymous Writers are, and ought to be, unworthy of an 
Anſwer. | 55 M. M. 
F INI S. 


